
_ The fecondTart o/KJw Henry the Fourth. 


onc,andthe pox pinches the other; and fo both the De¬ 
grees preuent my curfes. Boy ? 

P*gt. Sir. 

FaL What money is in my purfc ? 

Page. Secen groacs,and twopence. 

Fal. 1 can get no remedy againft this Confumption of 
the puefe. Borrowing onely lingers,i and lingers it out, 
but the diieafc is incureablc. Go beare this letter to my 
Lord of Lancafter, this to the Prince, this to the Earle of 
Weftmerland, and this to old Miftris Vrfufa, whomcl 
haue weekly fwornc to marry, fincel perceiu’d the firft 
white hairc on my chin. About it: you know where to 
findeme. A pox of this Go wt> or aGowtof this Poxe : 
for the one or th’oiher playes the rogue with my great 
toe: It is no matter, if l do halt,I haue the warres for my 
colour,and my Penlionfhallfeeme the more reafonable. 
A good wit will make vfe of any thing : I will turne dif- 
cafcs to commodity. Exeunt 


Scena Quarta, 


Enter tslrckbifhop.HaftingsytJMorvbray , and 
Lord Bardolfe. 

^r.Thushaue you heard our caufcs,& knoour Means: 

And my moft noble Friends, I pray you all 
Speake plainly your opinions of our hopes. 

And firft(Lord Marshall) what fay you to it ? 

Mow. I well allow the ocrafion ofour Armes, 

But gladly would be better facisfied, 

How (in our Meancs ) we fhould aduancc our felues 
To lookc with forheid bold and big enough 
Vpon the Power and puifance of the King. 

Haft. Our prefent Mullers grow vpon the File 
To Hue and twenty thoufand men of choice: 

And our Supplies, liuc largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whole bolomc burnes 
With an incenfed Fire of Iniuries. 

L.Bar.Jht queftion then(Lord /At/7n»gj)ftaiidcth thus 
Whether our prefent fine and twenty thoufand 
May hold, vp-head,without Northumberland: 

Haft. With him,we may. 

L.Bar. I marry,there’s the point: 

Bat if without him we be thought to feeble. 

My Judgement is,we lliould not ftep too farre 
Till we had his Afsiftance by the hand. 

For in a Thcame fo bloody fac’d,as this, 

Conie&ure, Expectation,and Surmife 
Of Aydes incert 3 ine,fhoiiid not be admitted. 

ylrch ’Tis very true Lord Bardolfefo r indeed 
It was yong Hotfurres cafe, at Shrewsbury. 

L.Bar. It was(my Lord)who lin’d himfelfwith hope, I O thou fond Many^ with what loud applaufe 


And when we fee the figure of th^houfe'' 

/ Then muft we rate the coft of the Eredlion 
Which if we finde out-weighes Ability 5 
What do we then, but draw a-new the Mod li 
I n fewer offices { Or at lead, defift C 

To buildc at all ? Much more, in this e-rear». t 
(W hich is (almoft) to plucke a Kinedome d C ’ 
And fet another vp)fhould we furuey ° Wne , 

T he plot of Situation,and the Modcll • 

Conlent vpon a fure Foundation: 

Queftion Surueyors, know our owne eftate 
How able fuch a Worke to vndergo. 

To weigh againft his Oppofite? Or clfe, 

Wc fortihe in Paper,and in Figures, 

Vfing the Names of men, inftead of men : 

Like one,that drawes theModell ofahoufe 
Beyondhis power to buildc it; who(h a lfe throut-M 
Giues o’re, and leaues his part-created Coft ° ' 

A naked fubiecSt to the Weeping Clouds 
And wafte,for churl ifb Winters tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes(yet likelv of f,!,„ c 
Should be ftill-borne. and that wenowpofleft * ^ 
The vtmoft man ofexpectation; 

I thinke we arc a Body ftrong enough 
(Euen as we are) to cquall with the King. 

L.Bar. What is the King but fine & twenty thoufand 

Haft. Toys no more : nay not fo much Lord 2*/ 
For his diuifions (as the Times do braul) 

Arc in three Heads: one Power againft the French 
And one againft Glendomr: Perforce a third 
Muft rake vp vs: So is the vnfirme King 
In three diuided s and his Coffers found 
With hollow Pcuerty,and Emptincffe. 
eHr. That hefhoulddraw his feuerall ftrengths togithe 
And come againft vs in full puiffar.ee 
Need not be dreaded. 

Haft. Ifhe fhould do fo. 

He leaues his backc vnarm’d, the French,and Welch 
Baying him at the heeles : neuer feare that. 

L.Bar. Who is it like fhould lead his Forces hither- 

Haft. The Duke ofl.ancafter,and Weftmerland: 
Againft the Wellrv himfelfe, and Harrie Monmouth. 
But who is fubftiiuced’gainft the French, 

I haue no certaine notice. 

Arch. Let vs on: 

And publifh the occafion of our Armes. 

The Common-wealth is ficke of their owne Choice, 
Their oucr-greedy loue hath furfetted: 

An habitation giddy, and vnfure 
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 


Eating the ayre, on promife of Supply, 

Flatting himlclfc with Proicft of a power. 

Much fmaller, then the fmalleft of his Thoughts, 

And fo with great imagination 
(Proper to mad meiO led his Powers to death. 

And (winking) leap’»l into deftrudtion. 

Haft . But (by your leatic)it neuer yet did hu 
To lay downe liktly-hoodsjandformcs-ofho 

L.Bar. Yes, if this prefent quality ofwar* 

Indeed the inftant aftion: a caufe on foot, 

I.iues fo in hope: As in an early Spring, 

We fee th’appciring buds,which to proue fruite, 

Hope giues nrit fo much warrant, asDifpaire 

That Frofts will bite them. When wc meane to build. 

We firft furuey the Plot,then draw the Modell, 


Ihurrfc^ 


I t: 

r 


Did’ft thou beate heauen with blcffmg Butingbroohf, 
Before he was,what thou would'ft haue him be f 
And being nowtrimm’d in thine owne defires, 
Thou (beaftly Feeder)art fo full of him, 

That thou prouok’ft thy felfe to caftbimvp. 
So,fo,(thou common Dogge) didft thou difgorge 
Thy glutton-bofome of the Royail Richard, 

And now thou would’ft eate thy dead vomit vp, 

And howl ft to findcit. What truft isin theleTimes? 
They,that when Richard liu’d,would haue him dye, 
Are now become enamour’d on his grauc. 

Thou that threw’ft duft vpon his goodly head 
When through proud London he came fighingon, 
iter th admired heeles ofBaRingbrooke, 
ri'ft now, O Earth, yeeld vs that King agine. 
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are Times fubieas.and Time bids, be gon. 

0m Secundum Sccena Trima. 

v .. r Uohffe.mth two Officers,Fang, and Snare, 
fyfteffe. Mr.FsMJ,bauds you entred the Aftion ? 

fflfteft- 'whet’s your Yeomanf Is it a lufty yeoman? 

Sirrah, where’s Snare ? 
ffohffe. I,I,goodM.Wc.. 
ire Hccrc,hccre. 

S ”' Snare,vie muft Arrcfl Sir Iohn Fa/ftafe. 
r, % I good tA.S*are,l haue enter’d hirn,iand all. 

5# Ic may chance coft fomc ofvs our liuesihe wil ftab 
a t ji e (fe. Alas the day: take heed of him : he ftabd roc 
• B mine owne houfc, and that moft beaftly : he cares not 
whatmifeheefe he doth, if his weapon be out. Hee will 
foync like any diuell, he: willfpare neitherman, woman, 

I can WIt ^ carc not ^ or ^‘ S t ^' ru ^‘ 

foftefe. No,nor I neither: 1 lc be at your elbow. 
fang. Iflbutfift him once:ifhc come but within my 

^ I am undone with his goingil warrant he is an 
infiaitiue c hing vpon my fcore. Good M Fang hold him 
furc:good M. Snare let him not fcape, he comes continu- 
antly to Py-Corner(fauing your manhoods)to buya fad- 
Jlc and hee is indited to dinner to the Lubbars head in 
Lombardftrectjto M .Smoothes the Silkman.I pra ye,fince 
my Exion is enter’d,and my Cafe fo openly known tothe 
world, let him be brought into his anfwer: A ioo.Marke 
is a long one,for a poore lone woman to beare: & I haue 
borne,and borne,and borne, and haue bin fub’doff, and 
fub’d-off, from this day to that day, that it is a fhame to 
,bethoughton.There is no honefty in fuch dealing, vnlcs 
awoman fhould be made an Affc and a Eeaft, to beare e- 
uery Knaues wrong. Enter Fa/ftafe and Bardolfe. 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmefey-NofeF^r- 
dolfe withhinnDo your Offices,do your officcs:M.FV»w£, 
Jt M 5»4rf,do me,do me,do me your Offices. 

Ai/.How nowfwhofc Mare’s dead?what’sthe matter ? 
Fang. Sir Iohn,l atreft you,at the fuit ofMift.^»»c(./y. 
Vtlft. Away Varlets.draw Bardolfe : Cut me oft the 
Villaines head: throw the Queanc in the Channel. 

HoftHhrov) me in the cbannell?Uc throw thee there. 
Wi!cthou?wiIt thoufthoubaftardly rogue.Murder,mur¬ 
der,O thou Hony-fuckle villaine,wilt thou kill Gods of. 
fleets,and the Kings? O thou hony-feed Rogue,thou att 
»honyfecd,aMan-queller,and a woroan-queller. 

Falf Keep them off,Bardolfe. Fang.A rcfcu,a refeu, 

Hoft. Good people bring a refcu.Thou wilt not?thou 
wilt not? Do,do thou Rogue.- Do thou Hempfecd. 

Page. Away you Scullion, youRampallian, you Fuftil- 
lirian:Ile tuckeyourCataftrophc. Enter. Ch.Iuftice. 
lujl. What’s the matter? Keepe the Peace here, hoa. 
Hof. Good my Lord be gooa to mec. Ibeleechyou 
fUnd to me. 

Ch.Inft.How now fir fohnt What 3rc you braiding here? 
Doth thisbecorne your place.your time,s]ui bufineffc ? 
i ou fhould haue bene well on your way to Yotke. 

Stand from him Fellow jwherefore hang’ft vpon him i 


Oh my moft worfhipfull Lord,and'tpIe2feyour 
Grace,I ama poore widdow of Eaftcheap, and he is arre- 
fted at my fuit. Ch. Ittft .For what fumme ? 

Hoft. It is more then for fome(my Lord)it is for ali: all 
I haue,he hath eaten me out of houfc and home} hee hath 
put allmy fubftance into that fat belly of his: but I will 
haue fome of it out againe, or I will tide thee o’Nights, 
like the Mare. 

Fatft. I thinke I am as like to ride the Mare, if I haue 
any vantage of ground,to get vp, 

Ch-.Ittft. How comes this,Sir Iohn ? Fy, what a man of 
good temper would endure this tempeft of exclamation ? 
Arc you not afbam’d to inforce a poore Witldowcto fo 

rough a courfe,to come by her owne ^ 

Falft. What is the greffe fumme that I o we thee? 

Heft. Marry (if thou wer’t an honeft man)thy felfc,& 
themonytoo. Thoudidft fwearctomee vponaparcell 
gilt Goblet,fitting in my Dolphin-chamber at the round 
table,by a fca-cole fire,on Wedncfday in Whitfon week, 
when the Prince broke thy head for Itk’ning him to a fin- 
ging man of Windfor;Thou didft fweare to me theo(as I 
was wafliing thy wound)to marry me,arid make mee my 
Lady thy wif&Canft 'j deny it ? Did not* good wife Keech 
the Butchers wife come in then,and cal me goffip f&ickj 
/ 7 ?comming in to borrow a meffe of Vinegar: telling vs, 
fhe had a good difb of Prawnesiwhcrcby didft defire to 
eat fome: whereby I told thee they were ill for a greene 
wound? And didft not thou (when fhe was gone downe 
(laires)defirc me to be no more familiar with fuch poore 
people,fay ing,that ere long they (hould call me Madam ? 
And did’ft*) 1 not kiffc me,and bid mee fetch thee 30.S? I 
put thee now to thy Book-oath,deny it if thou cntift? 

Fal. My Lord,this is a poore mad fouleiand fhe fayes 
vp & downe the town,that her eldcft ion is likcyou.She 
hath bin in good cafe,& the truth is, pouerty hath diftca- 
(ffed her: but for thefe foolifh Officers, I befcech yoti, 1 
may haue redreffe againft them. 

Ittft. Sir lohnfu Iohn Jam well acquainted with your 
maner of wrenching the true cat)fe ) the falfc way .It is not 
a confident brow, nor the throng of wordes, that come 
with fuch (more then impudent)lawcincsfrom you, can 
thruft me from a Ieuell confederation,1 know -you ha’pra- 
dlis’d vpon the cafie-ycelding lpirit of this woman. 

Hoft . Yes in troth my Lord, 

Ittft .Prethee peacc.pay her the debt you owe her, and 
vnpay the villany you haue done her:the one you maydo 
with ftarling mony,& the other with currant repentance 

Fal. My Lord, I will not vndergo this fneape without 
reply.You call honorable Boldnes,impudencjSawcineffe: 
Ifa man wil curt’fie,and fay nothing,he is vertuous: No, 
my Lord(your humble duty remebred)! will not be your 
futor.I fay to you,I defire dcliu’rane? from tnefc Officers 
being vpon hafly employment in the Kings Affaires. 

luft. You fpeake,as hauing power to do wrong: But 
anfwer in the cffe& of your Reputation, and fatisfie the 
poore woman. 

trilft. Come hither Hoftcfle. Enter Til. Cower 

Ch.Ittft. Now Mtfter Gower; Whatnewes? 

Cow .The King(my Lord) and Henrie Prince of Wales 
Are nccrc at hand: The reft the Paper tclles. 

Falft. As I am a Gentleman. 

Hoft. Nay.you faid fo before. 

Fal. AsIamaGentleman.Come,nomorewordsofit 

Hoft. By this Hcaucnly ground I tread on, I uiuft be 
faine to pawnc bothmy Platc,and the Tapiftry of my dy- 
ning Chambers. 
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Falft. 










































































